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choose ? At that moment caution had more difficulty in making its voice heard than his taste for the dramatic, his longing for the utmost possible excitement.
" I could point out one of these men, just as though I were the finger of God. I could be quite definite. An exciting sequel, in any case. . . ."
But suppose there were a trap ? Suppose the policemen, to make sure of his good faith, had slipped into the pack a few photos of men who were dead or had been in prison for months ?
" I find myself very much perplexed, gentlemen. One of these photos has a disquieting resemblance to the man who came to my place. Disquieting, but not convincing."
" Which one ? "
" Wait a moment. . . ."
He had not yet chosen one. He spread out the pack again. Between finger and thumb he picked one out, at random, as a child, after hesitating a long time, suddenly decides upon one out of a number of cakes in a shop. He pushed it across the table.
" This one."
It was his turn to spy upon the police. There was nothing suspicious about their reaction. They, too, seemed to be interrogating the photo and interrogating themselves.
** None of the others gives you the same impression ? "
" None. But I repeat that it's not a very decided impression."
The inspector glanced at his colleague; then he went on:
" Have you got five minutes more to spare ? "
" Certainly."
" Then would you just step into the next room, monsieur ? Fll send for you again in a moment."
Quinette found himself back in the room where he had been a few minutes before, which served as a waiting-room. He sat down on a bench. Perhaps he felt a vague sense of alatm; but this alarm itself made up a part of the extreme interest which at this moment he felt in being alive. It was one of the elements in a bundle.